rolls of film that I had used at Nice. I had not thought to
see if they were still there. I got out the suitcase again
and went through it very carefully. The rolls were gone.
The spy was evidently leaving nothing to chance. I would
do well to remember that in future.

If only I could have returned and caught him in the
act. I spent a pleasurable half minute contemplating the
scene. There would, I decided, have been very little left
of the spy to hand over to Beghin. In my mind's eye I
dragged the whimpering wretch to his feet and flung him
into the arms of the waiting agents.

It was with some surprise that I realised that this im-
aginary spy of mine was not Schimler. It was not even
Koche. It was nobody at the Reserve. It was a vindictive
rat of a man with an evil face, a revolver in his hip
pocket, and a knife up his sleeve; a vicious, disgusting
creature without a single redeeming quality; a sly, furtive
wretch despised even by those who employed him.

Nothing, I thought bitterly, could have demonstrated
more clearly my utter futility. It was perfect! Instead of
trying to find out which of the twelve possible persons had
searched my room, I was busily evolving a fairy-tale
thirteenth. I deserved to fail.

'Now,' I said aloud; 'get this into your head. This spy,
this man or woman who took those photographs and
your precious camera, this person who saw you through
the writing-room window and locked you in like the
helpless fool you are while he took the camera off the
chair, this person who came into this room looking among
your clothes for his photographs, this person is real, he is
alive, he is one of those people outside. He doesn't look
like a spy, you nitwit. He hasn't got a vicious look and
a revolver in his hip pocket. He's real. He may have a
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